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Apology 


Author's Notes: 
Okay, so this is my first fic here. | posted this on Metallichicks too, so in case anybody thinks I\'m stealing, 
Im not. It\'s just something quick and | hope you like it! 


l'm sorry. 


There it was. The phrase he'd been looking for, right out in the open. It tumbled from the lips of the man 
before him like water over a cliff. Like the tears now openly rolling down his face. Like the blonde hair falling in 
waves from the crown of his head and shrouding his features. 


‘| believe you: 


His own voice sounded gruff and broken. Anybody else might think he'd had a rough night, but James would 
know otherwise. He'd know that this was the sound of somebody who'd forgiven him and whose voice was 
choked with emotion. 


Blue eyes were downcast and a thin bottom lip trembled. 


‘What now?! 


A rush of denim and russet hair and unconstrained emotion had James enfolded in his arms, tucked up against 
his chest, just like it used to be. Before everything. Strong arms held him close as he cried and large, slender 
hands rubbed his back, soothing him. In reality, he should be the one crying, not James. He should not be 
holding him like this after what James had put him through. But he knew how much it had hurt James to do 
what he did, and now he pretended he'd moved on 

From the outside, he had everything. A great band, hundreds of thousands of records sold and more money 
than he knew what to do with. But it was nothing compared to what he'd had with James before. 


He whispered nonsense into James’ ear, convincing him of a lie. 

‘Shh, James. l'm okay. I'm over it now,' he crooned, mentally berating himself for each word that passed his 
lips. The truth was that he wasn't. He'd hated James for it and he'd hated Cliff for it and he still hated Lars 
for it. He wasn't so sure about the new guy. It had ripped him apart, feasted on his heart and then sewn him 
back together again with barbed wire. 

‘| hurt you, didn't |?" came the hoarse whisper from his chest. He chose not to answer that. 


‘Let's just move on, okay? Can you do that for me? 


The truth was that James was more precious to him than his band, more precious to him than his guitars 


and more precious to him than music. He could forget them all if it meant he could keep him. 
‘Ill try, James sniffed, wiping his eyes on his hair. ‘I'm sorry: 
‘ts okay. | want it to be just like old times, alright? 


It couldn't be, but they'd have to try. The ravine between where they stood was already too wide, and jumping 


across would be dangerous. 
‘Like old times?” James asked, half-smiling and blinking through his tears. 
‘Yeah,’ he replied. 


‘| can do that: 


And oh, he could. He tasted just like he used to, six years ago. His lips felt exactly the same and his hair was 
still as soft as it always had been. His teeth, when they nipped at his lips, were as sharp as ever, and his skin 
still reddened when he blushed in the way it always had. James pulled away and met his eyes, electric blue on 
soft brown His cheeks flushed and his breathing sharpened when he was kissed again, and he straightened up 


to his full height. 


‘Dave 
Suddenly James was the dominant one, holding Dave in his arms. Suddenly James had control. He wasn't the 
weak one any more. He was his old self again, strong, confident in himself yet a little shy around others, blunt 


and unmistakably Hetfield. 


‘That's better; Dave murmured into his mouth. ‘l know you again: 


